The Henderson family live in New Jersey on a three-acre place two and one-half miles from a thriving town. The house is quite picturesque from the road, as it is surrounded by a hedge some ten feet in height. The house is roofed in red tiles and protected by trees. The only means of entrance to the yard is through a hole in the hedge, through which the chance visitor creeps with some loss of dignity and considerable wearing of temper. The house is faced on two sides with a broad porch, the floor of which lacks many boards and offers but poor means to escape from the dirt path. The door which opens from the porch lurches drunkedly on one hinge, the upper half entirely missing, and the room into which it opens looks as if it might also have been sharing in the orgy, if the testimony of broken and discarded furniture may be taken as evidence. The daughter, Ru, a pink-cheeked, good-looking child of twelve is the only girl with whom Mother Henderson has had "any luck." In fact, she is one of five reared thus far, while five other children 282
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